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SHERIFP, I'VE GOT TO TALK TO 
YOU.' I LIED LAST NIGHT" 
I DIDN'T SEE ROCKY 
ARGUE WITH 
THE STORE 
KEEPER 
THEY WERE 
BANDITS.' , 
ROCKY TOLD 
YOU THE TRUE 
STORY " 
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Y-YES, I'LL TALK.' WE WANTED TO TRIPLE THE 
PRICE O' FLOURi WE WENT TO THE GENERAL J 
STORES ALL OVER, TOLD "EM WE'DCIVE-A 
CUT OF THE NEW PRICES IF 
THEY'D CHARGE THE 
PEOPLE THREE TIMES] 
AS MUCH.' 



I* STOR 

A JL BUI 

JB vo; 



SEE.' AND YOU j 
SHOT THOSE i „ 
STOREKEEPERS ] 
YOU COULDN'T^ 
BULLY INTO ™ 
YOUR SCHEME. 



FOLKS IN THESE 
PARTS BAKE THEIR ] 
OWN BREAD AND 
ROLLS, SO FLOUR 1 
IS A NECESSITY.' 
THESE VAKMIMTS j 
FIGURED TO 
SQUEEZE THE ^ 
PEOPLE DRY 
AND MAKE 



.SAGE RATS, ROCKY.' 



THE NEXT DAY- ^ upg \_ 



WEIL, TIMMY, } AGAIN, ROCKY/ 
I RECKON -<I SURE LEARNED 
YOU'LL NEVER^v A LIE, EVEN TO 
TELL ANOTHER ) HELP A FRIEND, 
LIE, WILL YOU?/ BRINGS ONLY 
TROUBLE.' 
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4024 NORTH RAPFORDAVE. 
NORTH HOLLYWOOPjCALIF. 



Howdy, Pards, 



the other morning, i was out in the back corral, 
|_ currying blackjack, when i heard the mailman's 
gpt ' guchpoard come rumbling up the trail towarp my place and 
*i cropped the brush aw went out to meet him. he haw a 
whole sack pull op letters for me, and i toted them back 
70 the corral and picked up the curry- brush and got back to 
we chore at hand, feeling mighty good and plumb itching to 
§et the currying over with and start rearing all those 
letters from you pards of ours. 

-j- now black jack likes plenty of elbow grease 

Mixed in with his currying in the morning and it seems 
he wasn't getting it. MY mind wasn't on what i was doing, 

RECKON. IT WAS ON THOSE LETTERS I WAS CHAFING AT THE 
BIT TO READ. WHAT DIP BLACKJACK DO? HE JUST TURNED 
HIS HERO AND GAVE ME A LONG LOOK AND THEN THREW HIST 
WEIGHT AGAINST THE BRUSH. 1 TOOK THE HINT PRONTO 
AND COULDN'T HELP BUSTING OUT IN A GRIN AST PUT ' 
MY MIND BACK ON WHAT I WAS DOING AND WHILE 
I WAS CURRYING BLACK JACK DOWN WITH THE 
LONG. POWERFUL STROKES HE LIKES, I GOT TO 
THINKING ABOUT HOW PLUMB FULL OF HOSS 
SENSE BLACK JACK IS AND HOW A HEAP OF 
FOLKS COULD PROFIT BY TAKING A PAGET 
SjSfc OUT OF HIS BOOK. 

WHEN SOME THINGS DON'T GO JUST THE 
WAY THEY SHOULD TO SUIT A LOT OF US, SOM£ 
FOLKS SIT BACK AND GRUMBLE ABOUT THE BREAKS 
AND SUCH BEING DEAD AGAINST THEM . BLACK JACK 
DOESN'T PAY ANY MIND TO SUCH FOOLISH NOTIONS. 
NO, SIR! NOT BLACK JACK. HE BELIEVERS' IN VOING 
SOMETHING ABOUT IT- PRONTO! AND THAT, PAKE'S, 
IS WHAT COUNTS. SO, JUST REMEMBER. THAT, PARDS, 
WHEN THINGS AREN'T GOING JUST THE WAY THEY SHUULO. 
SHUCKS! J JUST REMEMBERED IT'S TIME TO CURRY 
BLACKJACK AGAIN AND THIS TIME HE'S GOING TO 

eer a. cukrvws. 

so long for now, pards, and tiu our trails 
Cross here again next month, be good to 

- ANOTHER. YOUR PARDS, 

"— anP black jack \j & 
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10' SOON TO APPEAR ON NEWSSTANDS ACROSS THE NATION I0< 
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INGER MAN 



By John Martin 



MATT SLOANE nudged his partner 
Cass Hardin. Cass spurred his horse 
forward as Matt pointed. 

"Down there?" he asked in his harsh, grat- 
ing voice, eyeing the town that lay sleeping 
in the cold, clear light of western stars, 
"Doesn't look like much," he concluded. 

Sloane granted. "There's at least twenty 
thousand in cash in old Jud Cadge's safe." 

"You figuring to blow that keister?" Cass 
Hardin was doubtful. 

Matt spurred his horse down the slope 
toward the village impatiently, "We'll make 
Cadge open it for us!" 

Cass looked at his partner with admiration 
as they cantered noiselessly down into the 
little Nevada valley town. 

"You know, Matt, I've got to hand if to 
you. You're a clever hombre." 

Matt glanced at his companion, a strange 
glint of deadly humor gleaming behind his 
eyes. "Stick with me, Cass, and you'll wind 
up a rich man!" 

Cass chuckled. "I'm sticking, Matt! I'm 
sticking," 

They eyed the twinkling lights of the vil- 
lage's lone saloon. 

"We'll skirt the beer joint," Matt remarked, 
pushing his cayuse against Cass's. The two 
mounts passed quietly behind the saloon. As 
they passed, merry voices roared out a chorus 
of As I Walked Out in the Streets of Laredo. 
They heard the tinny sound of a tuneless 
piano. 

The horses jogged on, their hoofs clopping 
almost soundlessly on the fine powder of the 
side street. 

"Say, Matt." Cass began curiously. 

"Yes?" 

"How'd you ever hear of this old Jud Cadge? 
Ever see him?" 

"Can't say I have," Matt replied. "A pal 
In Dodge City gave me a tip on Jud. He was 
heading north fast with a pile of greenbacks 
and didn't have the time. That's why I called 
you in on the job!" 

Cass smiled, pleased. He was a small-time, 
operator and to be picked as e partner by the 
well-known Matt Sloane was a compliment 
not to be sneered at. 

"There it is," Matt said suddenly, as they 
came in sight of a house at a street intersec- 
tion. 

At the house they dismounted, tethered 
their mounts and slid quietly into the alley 
between the house and a big stable. Matt led 
the way. They came to a reat door. It was 



locked, but Matt was well-prepared for such 

emergencies. He took a small strip of steel 
from his pocket and inserted it between the 
door jamb and the jamb flange. 

Matt grunted with the effort. He bore down 
on the strip of steel and suddenly there wa3 
a muffled cracking sound. Matt stepped back 
nonchalantly. 

"Push it in," he remarked lazily. 

Cass laid a hand on the door, expecting 
some resistance. The door slid open noise- 
lessly. 

Matt took one look and sprang inside. At 
the end of the passage stood an old man 
dressed in a nightshirt and sleeping cap. A 
gun appeared in Matt's hand magically, lev- 
elled at the thin, spare figure in white. 

"Okay, Pop," Matt said quietly. "It's a 
stickup! Don't try any tricks!" 

The old man, startled at first, smiled quietly. 
"I heard the hammer cocking on that hogleg," 
he said. " I don't aim to buy a one-way ticket 
to Boot Hill just yet." 

"That's sensible, Pop," Matt rejoined. "You 
know where your safe is — take the lead. Pop." 

The old man hesitated for just an instant. 
Then, gravely, he moved into a room off the 
corridor. 

"Your office, eh?" asked Matt, following 
with Cass Hardin. 

"That's the place to usually keep a safe," Jud 
said. "You going to blow her?" 

"Come on, Pop, get some sense!" Matt 
snorted. "We're not going to open it. You 
are!" 

Jud Cadge shrugged his shoulders help- 
lessly. He moved forward, bumping into Cass 
Hardin, who jerked back, alarmed. 

"What's the matter. Pop?" demanded Har- 
din, his harsh voice rasping through the 
silence. 

"Nothing, nothing. You just got in my way, 
that's all." 

"Open that safe. Pop!" growled Cass. 

For answer, Jud Cadge bent down before 
the big steel safe, feeling its top fondly. His 
gnarled old- hand closed smoothly over tne 
dial and it began to spin. 

Matt and Cass watched the' old man. 

"Hurry up!" Cass ordered, feeling a strange 
tension prickle his skin. 

"I'm getting there," Jud replied. 

The door fell open. Shoving the old man 
aside. Matt Sloane and Cass Hardin emptied 
the contents. They counted the cash quickly. 

"Twenty-five thousand!" Matt remarked. 
Then he banged the safe shut, stowing the cash 
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tp Hi- na^fc***- 

"L*t's knock him •ff," Can suggested, 
twirling th* eytindar *f his fan. 

"I never snnrdsc ad * mm yet," Matt Sloane 
ramuM '7717. "And I'm not aiming to now. 
Tie him b» tn that ih«irl" 
y "Thank*," said Jud Cadge quietly. 

Caaa found a length of rope In tha kitchen. 
Together, he and Matt Sloan* secured tha 
old man to a amall rocking chair. When they 
had fintihcd they atappad back. 

"So long. Pep," Matt aaid. 

"Yeah, talk it easy," rasped Cass. 

"Enjoy yourselves," Jud said. He chuckled. 

Cass glanced at Matt meaningfully. 

"You're making a bad mistake," he said. 
"My advice la to plug him!" 

"You got any objections, Cass?" Matt asked 
sllklly. "Or am I still the boss?" 

"You'ra the boss," Cass said sullenly. 

They went out. closing doors behind them. 
Under the cold, clear moonlight, they mounted 
their horses and rode back the way tha came. 
Cass waited until they had passed the saloon. 
Then ha began to feel safer, and he also 
began to think. He had begun his association 
with Matt Sloane with enormous respect, 
born largely of Matt's reputation. But what he 
had seen clearly indicated Matt had lost his ... 
touch. Leaving a man alive who had laid 
eye* on both of them was fatal. Involuntarily ^ 
hi* hand stole toward his holsterad six-gun 
and he smiled- 

About a mile out of the village, Matt Sloane ^ 
reined his horse southward. He rode on for 
■ few paces, then noticed that Cass Hardin 
wasn't following. 

"This is the trail, Cass . . ." he began. 

Cass had already drawn. He fired twice with 
a steady, determined hand. Matt pitched out 
of his saddle and hit the ground with a dull 
thud — dead. 

■ Cass wasted no time. He tossed Matt's 
guns into the brush, kicked his cayuse down 
the thickly wooded trail and emptied Matt's 
pockets of the loot. Leaving the body buried 
Under a pile of brush where it wouldn't be 
found for at least several days, Cass rode 
back to the village. 

The saloon was still wide open when he 
passed it, his horse jogging quietly down the 
side street Matt had shown him. Cass dis- 
mounted, thinking to approach Jud Cadge's 
house on foot. He tied his horse at a random 



poet, his Intention being to throttle tha bound 
old man and then hit the south trail out of 
town. With Jud Cadge and Matt Sloan* dead, 
no on* would possibly know who had com- 
mitted the robbery. Ha would be absolutely 
safe, because he wasn't known In the region 
and his arrangements with Matt Sloan* being 
undercover had been, of course, private be- 
tween them. 

Caas took one step toward Jud Cadge's 
house and froze solid as a figure in flapping 
white, the ends of ropes trailing behind it, 
came out Into the night and fired a hogleg 
heavenward. Instantly, the singing in the sa- 
loon behind him ceased and about fifty men 
rushed out and enveloped him in their rush 
toward old Jud Cadge who came stumbling 
down the street. Cass cursed the hastily-tied 
knots that had allowed the old man to escape. 

Jud quickly explained the matter to the 
men. Cass Hardin, caught in the crowd that 
surrounded Jud, was pressed close to the old 
man. He tried to slip quietly away, and trod 
heavily on a man's boot. The man remon- 
strated and Jud said, "Sorry, stranger, my 
fault. Guess I didn't look where I was going!" 

"Who did it, Jud?" asked one of the men. 
Jud,, whose attention had been suddenly ar- 
rested, was listening, bird-like. He swung a 
hand and pointed a firm finger straight at 
Cass Hardin. 

I "He did," Jud said. "That's the hombre! I'd 
recognize that voice anywhere! But there were 

two of them!" 

CASS made one convulsive effort to escape, 
but he was quickly seized. The men who 
laid hands on him found the stolen money 
and then it all came out about Matt Sloane. 
Cass seemed to feel that by throwing the 
blame on Matt Sloane he could take the curse 
off himself. But the sheriff who had been 
routed out of bed didn't take it that way. 

Cass brooded. "I'd have been all right," he 
said, "if I hadn't come back into town to get 
rid of Jud. I never thought he'd get loose and 
see me !" 

"See you?" chuckled the sheriff, as he 
clapped handcuffs on Cass. "Jud didn't see 
you. He just recognized your voice because 
his sense of hearing is mighty sharp I Jud's 
been stone blind for thirty years!" 

THE END 
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MY--CSOB") J BUT YOUR EYES ARE NOT 
--AAY LIPS % SEALED AGAINST "TEARS • 
ARE SEALED,) HOWEVER, AS NO ONE WILL 




r AM CALLED LITTLE STAR, 
AND I WAS TO MARRY A FINE, 
YOUNG BRAVE SOON t A SREAT 
LOVE IS OURS BUT NOW^^ 




NO * AGAINST "THE 
NADOWA TRIBE J IT IS 
AN AFFAIR OF HONOR. 
BETWEEN THE TRIBES 
.-THAT'S WHY IT WAS 
FORBIDDEN TO SPEAK. 
OF IT TO OUTSIDERS '. 
ONLY IN BATTLE CAN IT 
BE SETTLED, THE 
COUNCIL HAS 3A1D 
MANY FURS WERE 
STOLEN FROM OUR 
STOREHOUSE. EVIDENCE 
5 HOWS IT WAS THE 
NADOWASi 





|7 



but Traders have 
brought many sums , 
i fear i--cchoke)— 
will never weo.' the 
warriors meet 
battle on hioh plain 
at noon tomorrow .' 



NOON i EH ? GO 
BACK TO CAMP, TELL 
NO ONE YOU SPOKE 
TO WE J I'LL TRY TO 
STOP THIS FOOLISH 
WAR.' BLOOD NEED 
NOT SPILL TO 
SETTLE EVEN A 
QUARREL OF HONOR. 



GOT HJM, BOSS .' LUCKY WE 
y f\ WERE BRINGING THE LA&tJ 

[OOOH. 1 SHIPMENT TONIGHT: 
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But *^30enlv/ a lone rider races in 
between the opponents... 



THEN FOLLOW 
(VIE AND I'LL. 
SHOW YOU THE 

REAL THIEVES I 




BLAME EACH OTHER i THEM THEY 
SOLD YOU THE. GUNS FOR A WAR/ 
SELLING THE GUNS BROUGHT 
THEM GOLD. AND AFTER THE 
WAR ENOED, THEY KNEW THERED 
BE SO FEW OF YOLi LEFT THAT 
THEY'D HAVE THE FUR- TRAPPING 
ALL TO TOr " 




SPECIAL OFFER ! 



YOU... 

CAN GET 

"ROCKY'S 



PICTURE WITH "BLACK JACK* 
AUTOGRAPHED TO YOU PERSONALLY! 



Enclose this coupon and 25c for one LARGE pholo 
of "ROCKY" and "BLACK JACK" autographed to 



(If you wont 5 LARGE pictures af "ROCKY" and 
"BLACK JACK" all autographed to you person- 
ally, enclose $1.00. Address: ROCKY LANE, 4024 
North Radford Ave., North Hollywood, Calif.) 



SEND FOR IT TODAY! 



